BEN  JONSON

A skein of silk without a knot,
A fair march made without a halt,
A curious form without a fault,
A printed book without a blot,
All beauty, and without a spot !

BEN JONSON

From Underwoods, folio 1640
Her man described by her own dictamen
Of your trouble, Ben, to ease me,
I will tell what man would please me.
I would have him, if I could,
Noble, or of greater blood.
Titles, I confess, do take me,
And a woman God did make me.
French to boot, at least in fashion,
And his manners of that nation.
Young I'd have him too, and fair,
Yet a man;  with crisped hair
Cast in thousand snares and rings
For love's fingers and his wings \
Chestnut colour, or more slack,
Gold, upon a ground of black.
Venus and Minerva's eyes,
For he must look wanton-wise.
Eyebrows bent like Cupid's bow,
Front an ample field of snow j
Even nose and cheek withal,
Smooth as is the billiard ball.
Chin as woolly as the peach j
And his lip should kissing teach,
Till he cherished too much beard,
And made Love or me a-feard,
He would have a hand as soft
As the down, and show it oft;
Skin as smooth as any rush,
And so thin to see a blush
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